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I. The Salisbary Miller 


II. The diſtracted young Virgin's Complaiut 

in Bedlam, for the Lofe of her Swectheatr. 
III. The kind Damſel's Love to a young Man. 
v. The young Man's Anſwer to the kind Damſel. 
v. The Damſel's Lamentation. 
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The Salicbury Miller's GaRL and 
De Salisbury MILLER. 

LL 1cll you a Story at large, 
| I Of a Malfter a riding along, 
Who had in his Pocker a Charge, _ 
And tbinking no Manner of Wrong; 
Was met by a Gentleman Thief, | 


| Who gave him a cruel Salute, 
And bid him deliver in brief, 


For there was no time to diſpute. 


In Silver he gave him three Pounds, 
But that little ſum would not do, 
Therefare co oblige him with Wodnds, 
His broad Sword he prejently drew; 
And cut him without more Delay, | 
Till twenty more Guineas ke got: 


The Thief then rode laughing away, 


And left him to bleed on OE 


A Salisbury Miller came bj, 
A Man of wonderful Size w 
And ſeeing his Neighbour there lie, 
Dii mounted and bleeding likewiſe; 
Oh! what is the Matter? quoth he, 
Oh! Sir, I've been robb'd of my Store; 
My Silver and Guincas to Boot, 
And the Rogue is gone jogging before. 1 
| 


Sf His Jacket is lin'd with Blu, 
And his Horſe is a ſorrel ſo neat, 

D. Was I up Sir, to ſhew him to you, _ 
You could ſhake rhe Shoes off his Feet. 

Oh! I will mount your nimble Nag, 
More ſwifter than my heavy Ball, 

It I don't recover your Loſs, 50. 
 Adzorks it ſhall coſt me a Fall. 


The Miller rid through thick and thin, 
And the, Thief hs o'ertock in a while; 
The Robber ſtra'ght at him let fl, 
Bur his miſs was as good as a Mile. 
Then Je/iph came up with him ſtraight, 
And gave him-a Knock on the Crown 
His Club was ſo heavy and great, | 
He made him come tumbling down, + |» 
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As on the Ground ſprawling he lay, 
The Maliter he came up alfa, . 
Tell me Mr Malſter I pray, | 
If this be the Thief I have now? . 
That robb'd thee thus of thy Store, 
Thy Silver and Gold to the Boot; 
For now I have got him in Hold, 


You fairly with him may diſpute: 04 


I'll hang him upon this Oak Tree, 
For fear of a ſudden Oproa rt. 
And when he is ſtone dead you may fer, 
He'll never rob Gentleman mare, 
At Rocbefter the Miller was try'd. 
For hanging the Highwayman there; 
Hig But the Malſter came in on his Side, 
So Joſeph the Miller got clear. 
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The difiratcd | y6ang 7 Irgin 's Complaint in Bedlam, 
10 toe Loſs of ber Sweetbeurt. 


AST New Year's Dar as | walking, 
Into Bellam I chane d to call: | 
1 dere I heard a fair Maid talking, 
For her true Love loud ſhe did call: 
| Make Haſte and bring my B'!ly to me. 
Ye Gods of Love, Oh! rake my Part, 
Oh! cruel Parents, why fo cruel? 
Alas: did you feel the Smart. 
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As I poor Maiden here do ſuffcr, 
| 'Tis for the Man whom I do adore ; 
But ſure he docs not love another, 
Nor chule her for the Sake of Store ; 
Ob ! pretty Cupid, why fo cruel ? © 
Have you not got an Arrow to ſparc, 


To wound the Heart of my dear jewel, 
Oh! I win 1 had bim here. 


But! hold I thick I ſes him coming. 
Oh! don't you'ſeo him in yonder 133 
With a Train of Damſek all round him, 
Oh! how they do my Billy croud, 
Come, let me go, LII fly unto him, 
And I'll embrace him in my Arms, 
Oh! cruel Parents to refule him, 
For he has ten thouſand Charms, 


His ruby Lips how I wovlA kiſs them, | 
More ſweeter chan the r * But 
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| Bur now alas, Oh! I have loft him, 
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And thus muſt be my Moſſy Bed: 
Then on the Bed of Straw: ihe tumbled. 
Wringing her Hands, and fingirg cry'd, 
With a lowly Voice ſome W ords ſhe® grumbled, | 
And then her Face no more | by d. 
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The Open hearted Danar's Love.to a young Man. 


Vet do all I can, 
| find | love tum, tho” he flies me, | 
| Ah}, stin bes:abe Man. nod 44 ono 
bey ol me at once he; W twenty would ſwear, : 
Bat if Mer are ſo ſwWeet who the Falſheod can _ 
ou may. lay all; eu can.. 
Still, tin ne's the Man. 


I catch's him once making Love'to a Maid, 
And to him 1 ran, 
He turn*6-me and kifs'd me, then who would upbraid, | 
So civil a Man? 
Next Day to ahother  tound wk kind; 
l rated nim | ſoundly, he ſwore he was blind ; - . 


Who can do inote than they can 
Stil, flit he's the Man 


* 


Win Woman can %o, 1 have done t to be n 


Al) 1 World bid me beware of his Arts; ba 
Noa bc, 
zut he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 
1 doubt he's the Man; TY 
do ſweet are his Kiſſes, his looks are fo kind. 
e may have his Faults; but if I none can fad. 
Who can do more than * e me 
Still, ſtilt he's the Man- 
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De young May's a.. 71: t 


you beauteous Virgin ae? et mind what they ſay, 
ar C1.60-wha en; 
Tho? I to young Laſies am ſometime too free, | I 
| © Ye: ſtill Pm the Man. | 
When matried we'll lives Joy and Delight, A 
Well lon all the Day, and kits all the Night; 
| Let ond Laſſes ſay what they can, 
Sul, Al I'm the Man. N 
Your Bana invites me; 7 ill muſt ove e thee, | | 
And do ail v can} - F d 
You're ne and comely, beisk, Jolly, and free 
| Aud Fam the Man 
Your Rabe are ſo temptiog with beauteous guatrs, A 
I love you mote dear than Vn⁰νj o Mars, 
Bet fond Laſſes ſa“ what they can, 1 
hey Still, An, Fm the Man, 
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I Danſe fs. Lamentation. 


dow & by a Chy fial River-ſide, 
Where the little Fiſhes they did glide, 
A Dimfcl fair there did I tee, + 
W ho often cry d out, Moe is me. 


Sc 
It's true, "wa the, T had a Love, 
Whom I adore and prize above lH 
An worthy Wealth, I do imp'ore, 

He's gone, he's gone, I know not where 
Some 


es 
9 | Some ſay he's on the raging Main, : 
But v Sr he will return again; 


Alack! alas! it is unknown, 
T7 W here ſhall I go 10 make my Moan « ? 


Into ſome Foreſt, or ſome Grove, > 
Where | will moan for my true Love, 
And tell my pretty Birds my Grief, 
in | It will afford ſome imall Relief. 


No Linnet, Lark, nor Turtle Dove, 
Such Moen ever made for their true Love, 
Tor all the winged Fow! that fly, 
tee Sure never felt ſuch Grief as J. 


A Heart I have, it will not break, 

A Tongue I have, and dare not ſpeak; 
an, Two hands I have, but dare not write, 
To him that is my Heart's Delight. 


I wiſh I were ſome fil ily Fly, 
That in his Boſom I might lie, 

That the World might plainly fee, _ 
I lov'd the Man that loyd not me. 


My Love caſt Anchor in the Sea, 
So deep it tunk into the Sand: 
So did my Heart in my Body, 

W hen I took my falſe "Pike by the Hand. 


| How happy is the Country Girl, © 
That does fit o pinning at the Wheel; 
N. would 
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I would give all the Wealth I have, 
felt no more than ſhe doth feel. | 


As for the crawling earthly Worm, 41 
That can reither hear nor ſee, 

I wiſh II bad been one of thoſe, 

When firſt I kept his Company. 


Farewel ye Flowers of falſe Deceit, 
That cauſes my poor Heart to break; 

My Countenarce it is brought low, 
My Honour in the Duff alſo. 


D pen her Tomb theſe Lines were writ, 
No fairer Face for Art and Mit; 
For her true Love the then did cry, 


True Love now cannot liyve 44 die. 


Now from the Seas this Man did turn, © 
And hearing that his Love was dead; 

Then ſtraight unto her Grave did run, 

Ard reading what was on her ſaid. 


In Paſſion then he ſmote his Breaſt, 
In Agony theſe Words expreſt : 

Cura be the Ship that in I went, 
And left this Girl iu Diſcoment, 

In this World I will not ſlay, _ 
But unto her Fl haſte away; 

For her my Life 1wil reſton, 
ts or here I caruot of find 


F 5: - > 


- 


